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Robert Henri 


ni raibh faic im’ cheann 
bhi ta chun tosaigh orm 
bhi ta le mo thaobh 
agus laistiar diom a bhis 
ar Bhothar an Choire Mhoir 


my mind was empty 
You were walking behind me 
You were beside me 
and You were ahead of me 
on the road to Corrymore 


John Henry Twachtman 





nach ait an rud é 
d'fhéadfadh amhran a bheith ann 
no frasa direach 
cumhracht a bhriseann an croi 
crann silini fidin, a chuid 


who can explain it 

it might be a sean-nés song 

it could be a phrase 
a fragrance that breaks the heart 
or a lone wild cherry tree 
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ta si feicthe agam! 
cleachtfad an seansaol aris 
d’athraigh an domhan amh 
roimh maisling: bhi poitin ann 
agus tr éis: bhi poitin ann 


yes, | have seen Her! 

now it's back to my old ways 

but - the world has changed 
before my vision: moonshine 
after my vision: moonshine 





Richard Oelze 





IV 


ni liom féin a bhios 
bhi scata ag feitheamh leat 
scaip rdflai go tiubh 
ba lliomsa thu, do mheasas 
ach ta an domhan ag tntth leat 


| was not alone 
thousands were waiting for You 
rumours abounded 
| had thought of You as mine 
no! the whole world is trembling 
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V 


na mairbh —- nach lach iad 

na rith uathu, a thaisce 

is iad ag baint fiaili 
is lomai blath seacht n-iontas 
faoina méara oilte sidd 


tender are the dead 

oh let them not repulse You 

they weed their gardens 
many is the wondrous flower 
cherished by their green fingers 





Lajos Tihanyi 


VI 


nuair a chuireas sios ort 
arsa Tristan Tzara: 
‘is sneachta féileacan i 
ag teacht as blaosc draiodéra’ 
ta duine againn ar mire, measaim 


when | described You 

Tristan Tzara said to me: 

‘she is a snow of butterflies 
coming from a conjurer's skull’ 
one of us Is mad, | reckon 


Helene Schjerfbeck 





VI 


boladh 6n min sdibh 

leanann sé cailin an tsorcais 

6 bhaile go baile 
an bhfuil ta réidh, a chuid 
déanaimis camchuairt na hEireann 


the smell of sawdust 

it follows the circus girl 

from one town to the next 
beloved, are You ready 
let's ramble all of Ireland 
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Koshiro Onchi 


VIII 


nil eolas air 

ni féidir € a thuiscint 

na achur in idl 
cén fath mar sin, a shearc 
a lorgaim thu i mbriathra 


it cannot be known 
cannot be understood 
or communicated 
why then, beloved, 
do | look for You in words 
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A STREET BY MOONLIGHT 





IX 


an cuimhin leat 

solas na gealai go mall 

i ndiaidh na cairte suas an tsrdid 
no anianchairt daimh a lean an solas 
ar mbriongloidi ag titim as a chéile 


do You remember 

moonlight slowly following 

an oxcart through the street 
or the cart following moonlight 
our crumbling dreams 
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Mykola Pymonenko 


X 


taid ag caint faoi seo 

taid ag caint faoi seo Is siud 

seo sidd is eile 
ta mé ag dul as mo mheabhair 
seo sidd seo sitd is elle 


they talk about this 

they talk about this and that 

this that that this that 
| am going out of my mind 
that and this and this and that 
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XI 


d’élfainn an tSionainn 
da mbeadh d jomhdsa inti 
is shlogfainn an Ghainséis 
gar da foinse in Gangotri 
a shearc, ta an tart seo ina thine 


| would drink the Shannon 

if it contained Your image 

and swallow the Ganges 
near its source in Gangotri 
beloved, this thirst is a fire 
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Giacomo Balla 


XI 


fia faoin solas glé 

ta do sholas niamhrach uaim 

a ghile mo chroi 
téaltaionn an scail léi mar chat 
thar dhionta san imigéin 


even in the light 

| seek Your sheer radiance 

light of all my life 
shadows flee like skulking cats 
across rooftops and are gone 
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Xl 


nior thdinig mé ort 
ni raibh i Mumbai 
ach cleatrdail chraba séabrai 
bhailios liom go Kamathipura 
d’élas dha bhuidéal jin le Namdeo Dhasal 


| could not find You 

Mumbai was nothing 

but the sound of zebra hooves 
| wandered down towards Kamathipura 
drank two bottles of gin with Namdeo Dhasal 
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Ealain Srdi 


XIV 


ta mo ghrdsa ag feitheamh liom 
in Tiljala sa doras ag canadh 
aithnim an fonn 

agus aithnim na focail 

ta fhios aici sidd cé chum 


my love awaits me 

in Tiljala at the door singing 

| know that song 
those grace notes and lyrics 
she knows who inspired them 
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Utagawa Hiroshige 


XV 


taim ar do thoir, a chuid 

le diongbhdilteacht 

| mo bheach shamhraidh 
file mar mé nil aigne aige 
is mistéir leis i an bheach 


with the single-mindedness 

of a summer bee 

| seek You out, beloved 
a poet in my state has no mind 
the bee is also a mystery 
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Henri Matisse 


XVI 


you would think 
they were edging 
closer to one another 
boats on the beach 
... to each other's emptiness 


ag breathnu orthu 
is lad ag druidim lena chéile atdid 
ba dhoigh leat 

baid ar an gcladach 

... le folds a chéile 
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XVII 


ar strae ionat ataim 
na treoraigh ar ais mé 
cuir amu a thuilleadh mé 
a shearc, ionatsa 
go dti nach féidir triall nios mo 


| am lost in You 
do not show me a way back 
lead me further astray 

in You: until, beloved 

there is no where else to go 
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Claude Oscar Monet 





XVIII 


oiche anfa 

conas ta ag an bpréachan 

ina nead ghioblach 
mé ag Unfairt nuair a chloisim 
d’ainm 4 ré ag an stoirm 


stormy night 

beloved, how fares the crow 

in its ramshackle nest 
| toss and turn as i hear 
Your name on the rising wind 
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Emile Bernard 


XIX 


tri cheo haisise 
d’ainm 4 scairteadh agam 
mainmse 4 scairteadh agatsa 
| mboth mhacalla an chroi 
b’aon ainm amhdin é 


through a haze of hashish 

| called Your name 

and You called mine 
in the echo chamber of the heart 
they sounded as One 
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Amadeo de Souza-Cardoso 





XX 


nil ait ann dom 
ar talamh na ar neamh 
i d €éagmais, a chuid 
sa dorchadas na sa solas 
sa bheith nad sa neamhbheith 


there is no place for me 
on earth or in the heavens 
without You, beloved 

in darkness in light 


in existence in non-existence 
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XX| 


dda mbeinn i mo scriobhai Téord 
lorgoinn tha 
lorgdinn an Shekinah! 
is chuirfinn tha i gcroilar 
an ulle ni ata agus nach bhfuil ann 


were ia Torah scribe 
| would look for You 
for the Shekinah! 
and place You at the heart 
of what is there and not there 
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we 


Bee P a 


Mildred Anne Sukie | . 





XXIl 


suidis | mbreithiGnas orm 

oréachain uile an domhain 

nior dheineas feall ort 
ni heol doibh faic ach ruin dhorcha 
amach as a gcroi féin 


let them sit in judgement 

all the crows of this world 

| have not betrayed You 
they know nothing but the secrets 
of their own black hearts 
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Moise Kisling 





XXIII 


an garstn a bhi ionam 

is fearr an aithne 

ata agatsa air, a stor 
tuigeann tu go ndUnadh sé a shuile 
chun tt a lorg i measc réaltai 


the boy | was 

You know him better 

beloved than i do 
what made him close his eyes 
and look for You among stars 
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Francisco Goya 


XXIV 


taim déthanach d fheoil is d fhuil 

d'fholt is cnamha is stile 

déthanach dem bhéal is dem’ shrén 
cluasa? mo dhothain, sifin mé 
a thaisce sa ghaoth 


enough of this flesh and blood 
enough of hair bones eyes 
enough of mouth and nose 
ears? ah enough, | am straw 
beloved, a wisp in the wind 
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Abanindranath Tagore 


XXV 


ni raibh uaim 

ach mé féin a islid romhat 

is a bheith im’ bhlath 
gach aon ni a bhaint diom féin 
seachas do chumhracht 


| wished for nothing 

but to humble myself 

become a flower 
divest myself of everything 
but Your fragrance 


57 





Vladimir Makovsky 


XXVI 


taispednaim do phortrdid ddibh 
deir na ceannaitheoiri, ‘luaigh a luach!’ 
‘an domhan is a bhfuil ann!’ 
G ngriogadh a bhim, tuigeann siad 
nach bhfuilirse ar diol 


when i show them Your portrait 
dealers exclaim, ‘name your price! 
i answer, ‘the whole world!’ 

| tease them, beloved 

You are not for sale 
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Telemaco Signorini 





XXVIII 


RC a bhi ann, Roimh an gCordin 
is gach saghas duine 
ag sidl thall is abhus 
bhis-se ann: ag breathnu 
ar bhlath, no ort féin, | bhfuinneog 


it was BC, beloved, Before Corona 
and all sorts of people 
were out and about 
You were there: just looking 
at a flower, or Yourself, in a window 
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Efim Volkov 


XXVIII 


mo chuid smaointe ionatsa 
a shearc, cén fath nach mbeadh? 
eitlionn siad chugat 
éanlaith uisce ag filleadh ar an loch 
grian an trathnona ann 


why should my thoughts 

not dwell on You, beloved 

and wing their way to You 
waterfowl return to the lake 
that embraces the evening sun 
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Constantin Artachino 





XXIX 


an cuimhin leat iad 

a thaisce, na fograi bdis... 

beannacht Dé le X! 
ni chloistear an chaint sin a thuilleadh 
ni léitear nuachtdin nios mo 


remember, beloved 

people pored over death notices 

ah, so-and-so Is gone 
who hears such talk these days 
who reads newspapers anymore 
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| Brera Luchian 


XXX 


ta an dioltoir fagtha 
is a culd blathanna gan diol 
taimse fagtha lem’ dhantasa 
an éagfaidh siad, a thaisce 
cad a tharldéidh ansin doibh 


the flower seller is left 
with unsold flowers 
| am left with poems 
will they wither and decay 
what happens to poems that die 
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XXXl 


cad iad na sraitheanna 
go léir ionatsa is ionamsa 
oinnidn @ scamhadh 

faic fagtha, a chuid 

an mo sraith dinn ata ann 


what layers are there 
that make up You and me 
peeling an onion 
until nothing ts left 
how many layers can there be 
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Satanic 


XXXII 


solas an ros-trathnona 
smaoinim ort 
a bhfuil cnuasaithe ag an ld 
bhi cuma cheart ar an uile ni 
@ scuabadh anois ina bpeitil fain 


rose-red evening light 

| think of You 

all that has been garnered by the day 
everything seemed so real and true 
petals blown here and there 
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Nicolae Grigorescu 





XXXlll 


duan | ndiaidh duain duit 

im shui go maidin 

pléascann an chamhaorr trid an bhfuinneog din 
féach, nil faic scriofa agam... 
cumhracht na ros bhfidin 


burning the midnight oil 

song after song for You 

dawn breaks through the skylight 
see there, | have written nothing... 
scent of wild roses 
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Gheorghe Tattarescu 





XXXIV 


feictear dom uaireanta 

go bhfuil an uile ni gach ait 

ar neamh ts ar talamh, a stor 
ag cuardach is ag faire amach 
seans nach liom féin atadim 


sometimes it appears, beloved 
that all things everywhere 
on earth and in the heavens 
are searching peering looking 
maybe i am not alone 
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Osman Hamdi Bey 


XXXV 


traendladh mé 

mar ainmhi éigin 

chun bogadh ar ordt uait 
fanacht socair, no cleasa a dhéanamh 
a ansacht, nach bread an saol é 


| have been trained 

like some animal 

to move at Your command 
to lie still, or perform tricks 
beloved, what a wondrous life 
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Kazimir Malevich 


XXXVI 


thug siad fear ag rith orm 

ag rith uaitse a bhios 

fear ag rith a thug siad orm 
ag rith chugatsa a bhios 
fear nach ritheann mé anois 


they called me man who runs 
| was running from You 
man who runs they called me 
| was running to You 
man who does not run! am now 
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Albert Anker 





XXXVI 


nil ciall ar bith leis 

gach a scriobhadh fut, a chuid 

nil ann ach manglam 
tosnaimis aris as an nua 
le leathanach ban 


none of it makes any sense 
everything written for You 
is just a jumble, beloved 
let us start all over again 
with a blank page 
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Camille Pissarro 





XXX VIII 


briongloidi a chruthaionn ceo 
ceo a chruthaionn briongloidi 
maidineacha nach maidineacha iad 
an ann duit, a shearc 
an seachmall ata ionam féin 


mist-creating dreams 

dream-creating mists 

mornings that are not mornings 
how can! know You exist 
am i myself an illusion 
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John Roddam Spencer Stanhope 


XXXIX 


bhios ann id’ theanntasa 

crainn faoi bhlath 

thuigeamar teanga na n-éan 
cad a thug an fomhar chugainn 
arraing na dtorthai cruinne 


| was there with You 

in apple blossom time 

we knew the language of birds 
what brought this autumn on 
aching fullness of fruit 
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August Friedrich Albrecht Schenck 


XL 


préachdin sa sneachta 

beidh ocras orthu 

go La an Luain, a shearc 
ta ocras dubh ormsa leis 
tusa is cuis leis 


hungry crows in the snow 

they Il always be hungry 

until the Last Day, beloved 
my own black hunger 
Youre the cause of it 
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Edward Mitchell Bannister 





XLI 


mhair sé is cailleadh é 

is nior chuala riamh tracht ort 

COGADH! a bhéic sé no CLISEADH! 
nior luaigh sé riamh GRA! 
smaoinigh air: giolla nuachtan 


he lived and died 

and never heard of You 

WAR! he yelled or COLLAPSE! 
LOVE! was never on his lips 
remember him: newspaper boy 
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Johan Hendrik Werecenbency 


XLI| 


fid nuair nar thuigeas, 

a shearc, cad a bhi ar siul agam 

ortsa a bhi mo thriall 
dheineas cosdn dearg ‘dti do thigh 
ni raibh rogha riamh agam 


even when not conscious 
beloved, of my actions 
| sought You all along 
made a path to Your door 
where else was there to go 
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Adolf Friedrich Erdmann von Menzel 


XLIII 


ni chloisim tha 
ar an staighre, a shearc 
ag teacht is ag imeacht duit 
crann ag titim 
is gan éinne ann ag éisteacht 


| do not hear you 

on the stairs at night 

coming and going, beloved 
the sound of a falling tree 
none there to hear it 
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Antonio Donghi 





XLIV 


saol an lamhchleasai 

an saol ata caite agamsa 

ionramhail idirfhoclach 
an saol seo is an saol eile 
lamhchleasaiocht déanta orm féin 


the life of a juggler 

is the life i ve led 

Juggling between one word 
one world and the next 
| myself am juggled 
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Vincent Van Gogh 


XLV 


glortha nach gcloistear nios mo 
nach gcloisfear go deo aris 
dioscan cairte, a ghra 
tiomnaim duit go léir iad 
taisc iad faoi mar b fhior iad 


sounds we hear no more 
we Il never hear again 
creak of a cart, beloved 
lost sounds dedicated to You 
treasure them as though they were real 
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Louis Comfort Tiffany 





XLVI 


cén fath a bhfuilim 
ag feitheamh leat in dit aineoil 
i dtréimhse eile 
nach ann don am 1 lathair? 
nach mbeidh an uain i gceart go deo? 


why ami waiting for You 
inan unfamiliar place 
in another time 
is there no now 
what hour waits to be born 


99 








Jean Francois Millet 





XLVI 


an ld ar fad 
gaoth sa ghiolcach 
bhi fhios agam nach tu a bhi ann 
cén fath ar chuas amach 
d'fhéach nimfeach orm is chuaigh as radharce 


all day long 
wind whispering in reeds 
| knew it was not You 
why did i venture out 
a nymph looked at me and vanished 
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XLVIII 


ni tusa iadsan 
siofrai na foraoise 
d'fhéadfainn imeacht leo 
bheith im’ shiofra 
ag scinneadh thart sa toir ort 


they are not You 
sprites of the forest 
| could easily go with them 
become one of them 
dancing, flitting, in search of You 
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Moretto de Brescia 





XLIX 


bhi sé leis na beithigh allta 

aingil ag freastal air... 

nil faic agamsa, a shearc 
mé ag feitheamh leat 
sa bhfdasach, liom féin 


he was with wild beasts 
angels ministered to him... 
| have none of these 

| wait for You 

in the desert, alone 
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George Sand 


chuireas baois 4 togail duit 

tar is breathnaigh uirthi 

ni faic i ddirire 
tiocfaidh éanlaith is bainfidh sult aisti 
as an bhfolus 


| have built You a folly 

come and view it 

it is nothing really 
birds will come and delight in it 
in its nothingness 
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Henri Martin 
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shas an badd amach 
gan fhios agam ca ngeobhadh si 
no an bhfillfeadh si 
sheol farraigi anonn chugat 
ta deireadh leis an imram 


| pushed out my boat 

not knowing where it might go 

or would it return 
it crossed seven seas to You 
the epic voyage Is over 
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Anon 


LI 


is lomai speiceas a bhi ionam 
is mé ag foghlaim 
conas feitheamh leat 

ar aithin tu mé 

an aithnionn td anois mé 


many species have i been 
perfecting the art of waiting 
of becoming 
did You know me then 
do You know me now 
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Sesson Shukeli 


Lill 


ni liom féin ataim 
ta na giobuin leis ag éamh 
ta duil ag na clocha ionat 
mo dhdala féin 
a chuid, is mé im’ chloch 


| am not alone 
the gibbons too are crying out 
stones hunger for You 

as | did, beloved 

when | was stone 
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Honoré Daumier 





LIV 


cé acu mise 

an Don no Sancho Panza 

iad araon, a chuid 
dheinis aislingeach diom ach - 
sin sin! arsa an fear tuaithe 


and which one am 1? 

the Don or Sancho Panza 

i'm both, beloved 
You ve made me a dreamer but - 
my peasant heart says enough! 
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Robert Cottingham 


LV 


comharthai ar an sli 
nior chuardach an daill riamh é 
bhi nod no dho ann 
bhi orm bheith san airdeall 
faobhar an rdasuir, a chuisle 


pointers on the way 
it was never a blind search 
there were nods and winks 
a question of staying alert 
the razors edge, beloved 
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Kamal-ol-molk 


LV 


cad faoi ata sé 
an bhfuil minid air 1 leabhar? 
6 ghuru go draol 
Bagdad fad le Timbeactu 
ar ais dti an Coire Mér 


what's it all about 

is it explained in a book? 

from guru to druid 
from Baghdad to Timbuktu 
back again to Corrymore 
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Further Reading 


More ekphrastic tanka here: 
Every Night | Send You Flowers 


(Cross Cultural Communications, New York 
Free download: https://www.edocr.com/v/ 
ox5ekdgm/gabrielrosenstockbis99/EVERY- 
NIGHT-I-SEND-YOU-FLOWERS 


Early ekphrastic tanka on Pinterest: 
https://www.pinterest.co.uk/dmhball/ekphrastic-tanka- 


vol-l-gabriel-rosenstock/ 


https://www.pinterest.co.uk/dmhball/ekphrastic-tanka- 
vol-2-gabriel-rosenstock/ 


https://www.pinterest.co.uk/dmhball/ekphrastic-tanka- 


vol-3-gabriel-rosenstock/ 


https://www.pinterest.co.uk/dmhball/ekphrastic-tanka- 
vol-4-gabriel-rosenstock/ 


Ekphrastic haiku: 
https://www.pinterest.co.uk/pin/630433647807203296/ 


https://www.pinterest.co.uk/dmhball/ekphrastic-haiku- 


voll-gabriel-rosenstock/ 
Free Haiku Books and Chapbooks: 
https://terebess.hu/english/haiku/Stillness_of_Crows.pdf 


https://terebess.hu/english/haiku/Where-Light-Begins. 
pdf 


https://terebess.hu/english/haiku/Silver-birches.pdf 


https://bonesjournal.com/books/Gabriel-Rosenstock-ls- 
m%e9-|%f3na-l-AM-JONAH.pdf 


https://bonesjournal.com/books/Gabriel-Rosenstock- 
THE-CROWS-OF-KILFINANE. pdf 
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Blog: 
https://roghaghabriel.blogspot.com/ 


Website: 
https://www.rosenstockandrosenstock.com/ 


Books: 
https://www.amazon.co.uk/s?k=gabriel+rosenst 
ock&rh=n%3A41l7771&ref=nb_sb_noss 


larfhocal 


Sin é tragéid na filiochta Gaoluinne - easpa 
fais, an ro-chion ar an mbéaloideas, an 

leisce chun an sean-rud d fhaégaint, an sior- 
fhéachaint siar. Ach Is locht é sin a bhaineann 
linn mar chine... 

Craiftine, An Gaedheal, 1937 


